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hate to be kissed by a man."

"Sly dog!" laughed Cowper.
'Besides, I have not traveled," added

John, with a touch of irony in his tone.
"Why do you not travel?"
"I have not the time, and would

rather save the money," said John,
curtly.

Cowper shrugged his shoulders and
entered the house He had studied the
gesture before the glass "You
always were an incomprehensible fel-
low, John." .

"Commonplace is the term," echoed
John, steadily.

Greetings of welcome were over at
last. Mrs. Bemrose, Iris Gordon, Cow-
per Debenham and John Cleaver had
dwelt beneath the same roof in har-
mony for many years, linked together
by circumstances, while claiming no
mutual relationship. Their history was
not devoid of interest, at least to Gor-
donville and the surrounding country.
Each new-com- er learned it speedily.
The fathers of Iris and Cowper respect-ivel- v

had met on" an emigT-an- t ship out

'Foreign fashions are always inter-
esting," murmured Mrs. Bemrose.

"Yes," assented Cowper. "Only yon
must not put on & hat wrong side fore-
most just because it comes from Paris.
I have taken the liberty of ordering &
costume for Iris on the Rue de laPaix."

"The toilet of a true Parisienne, quiet
and elegant, or an eccentric dress
adapted for exportation?" inquired Iris,
mockingly. "Why not make a YIenese,
a fashionable lady of Berlin, an Italian
of me?"

"Impossible. There is a finish about
those women which you have not yet
attained," drawled Cowper, piqued by
banter.

Iris went to the piano, and soon her
sweet voice was heard singing the old
ballad,
"Do you know the truth up in Heaven, Doug-

las?
Douglas, tender and true."

John Cleaver stood in the window
listening. The moon was full, and made
long shadows on the grass.

"The last time I heard 'Douglas,' it
was sung by the famous Lady Scrap-mor- e

amateur concert for charity at
the Albert Hall, and all that." said

person in the telegraph office, thrust-
ing "her" head through the window to
inspect him.

"Hooray!" cried the small boys, with
juvenile instinct of enthusiasm and de-
rision blended.

Mr. Mulooly removed the pipe from
his lips, and unable to recognize any
reason why a cat may not look at a
king, ejaculated, with Celtic humor, a
single word Bedadl"

The train rushed on once more, the
phaeton disappeared along the village
street and Gordonville resumed its us-
ual avocations.

Cowper had returned home after his
second European tour. That was the
note runir through many changes on
this eventful day ; even the pony's
hoofs, trotting soberly homeward, were
in unison with the cadence humming in
the ears of his young mistress. Cow-
per had been intensely English on the
first occasion, while a few moments in
his company now revealed a fine flavor
of the Boulevards, the Champs Elysees
and the Bois de Boulogne. The month
was June, the meadows were green,
and the warm breeze was perfumed by
the wild flowers of the hill-sid- e, while
the twin rows of elm trees shadings the
main street, pride of ' Gordonville, wore
a first delieate foliage of early summer.
Iris awaited recognition of familiar ob

admire. Yes, I found it described in
Edmond About's Maitre Pierre. Listen.
In the Landes a suitor presents himself
before the peasant girl he wishes to
marry. Her parents understand the
object of his visit without any irksome
discussions about marriage settlements
and a mutual adoration. He does not
criticise the bride-elec- t, nor seek to
remodel her on the pattern of the
women of other countries, because he
finds her perfect. I have reason to be-
lieve he never alludes to Paris 'toilets
and the manners of London society.
The suitor and his friends are politely
received, and invited to remain to sup-
per. The bride-ele- ct has the right to
place a covered dish in the center of the
table. At the close of supper she reveabj
the contents to all the world. If the
dish contains nuts, and she offers them
to the suitor, she rejects him, and he
departs. What a charming form of
conge, giving the mitten! All explana-
tions are avoided. You are right, Cow-
per; some foreign fashions are worthy
of imitation."

Iris uncovered the dish in the middle
of the table. It was filled with nuts. A
sudden stillness pervaded the room.

"Cowper, I offer you some nuts, after
the custom of Les Landes," she said,
and her face grew cold, severe.

Cowper stared in stupefaction. Iris
heaped his plate with the nuts by a
quick movement.

"My dear girl, I do not wish it,M he
finally expostulated

"But I wish it!" she retorted, imperi-
ously. .

"You mean to throw me over, Iris?"
"Now j ou are a mere commonplace

American, Cowper. T offer you a
dish of nuts in the fashion of Les
Landes."

Cowper reddened; he understood
even in his bewilderment. "'Our parents
desired our marriage," stiffly.

"Our parents did not require us to be
unhappy. Marry Lj dia Welch, whose
photograph and letter, dated last week,
I found on the floor in your room this
morning."

"She would not have me," he ex-
claimed. "She is a tremendous heiress
and an awful coquette. I traveled with
her party. You are jealous, that is
all. I much prefer you."

"Thank you," said Iris, haughtily.
Mrs. Bemrose sat blinking like an

owl in direst consternation. John had
escaped by the window. Half an hour
later a white-robe- d form glided to his
side and a tender face looked up into

Kxploaioo o tli Boiler f
J. S. KobinnoH at Albany, IT. T-- nn

Persona Killed, Several Injun
Much. Property Damaged Several Ha
row Etcapcf. .,

Albast. N. T, Sept. 28.
Early this morning, the boiler on the

steamer J. S. Robinson which lay at th
foot of Westerleo street,, exploded with,
frightful force, instantly killing the cap
tain, George 8. Warner, and fireman, Wm
Cleary, and aeriously injuring r Fredj
Tenslar, engineer, who was blown into tha
water and narrowly escaped drowning,
and Willard Durand and Melville Kyen,
deck hands. Richard Van. Zaadt, ion of
Capt. Van Zandt, of the tug Cora, from
New Baltimore, lying alongside the Robin-
son, was also killed. Capt. Robinson of
the Hattie M. Betts, was blown from his
pilot-hous- e onto the wharf and severely in-
jured. The Betts, which lay at the stern
of the Robinson, was damaged $1,000. ' Tb
Cora, alongside, was a total wreck. , Thn
C. P. Grout, lying ahead of the Robin-
son, had joiner work carried away and ma-
chinery damaged. The Robinson sank im-
mediately, carrying with it the body of
Cleary, the fireman. One section of the
boiler, weighing two or three tons, was
hurled 400 feet against the top story of a
three-stor- y building, crushing in a portion
of the wall. Another section, weighinr
nearly a ton, crushed in the roof of the coal
barge E. M. Downing, and still another
section was hurled to the rear grazing the
cabin of the coal boat Apollo and tearing;
way the roof before it fell into the river.

Buildings were shaken, windows shattered
and general consternation prevailed in the
vicinity. The exploded boiler was built by
Robert Livingston of this city in 1882. The
explosion was probably caused by negli-
gence of the engineer in allowing water ia
the boiler to get too low.

Captain Me Andrew, of the canal-bo- at

Apollo, in the rear of the Robinson, and bis
wife had a narrow escape. They were)
asleep when a piece of the boiler carried
away a section of the roof about three and
a half feet long and one and a half feet
wide, together with a portion of their end
of the cabin, nearly down to the bed. The
roof was only two feet above their heads.
McAndrew says the first thing he knew he
was sitting on the floor with his back
against the wall and things flying all
around him. His wife was senseless in bed
covered with the ruins of pictures and a
looking-glas-s. Captain Robinson, of the
tug Betts, was asleep in the pilot-hous- e.

He turned a complete somersault in the air
and suddenly found himself on the dock.
Officers in the first precinct station-hous- e,

eight blocks distant, were thrown from-thei- r

beds on the floor and the whole building
shook violently for three seconds. They at
first thought it was an earthquake.

IMITATING THE JAXES BOYS.

Bobbery of an Express Car on the Wabash
Road near Pern, Indiana, by Masked Men

The Messenger Bennd and Gagged and
Otherwise Roughly Handled The Rob-
bers Secure Sl.SOO.

IroiAXATOLJS, ID., Sept. 28.
Bert Loomis, the Wabash Express mes-

senger and baggage-mast- er on the Detroit
express, which arrived in this city at 2:15
this morning, was overpowered by robbers
about midnight between Roann and Peru,
on the main line, and a large sum of money,
supposed to be about $1,500, was taken
from the car. The robbery was unknown
to any of the train men until Peru was
reached. Loomis was the only one in the
baggage car, and, not appearing at. Peru,
where the train stopped, investigation dis
covered him lying insensible on the noor 01
the car, bucked and gagged, and ' badly
ibruised and bleeding. His legs and feet
had been tightly bound with quarter-inc- h

cords, his hands twisted and tied immova-
bly behind him and his mouth filled with
handkerchiefs, heavily knotted. Conductor
C. E. Wells and his brakeman immediately
relieved the messenger and instituted
search for the robbers, who apparently had
had things their own way and had success-
fully escaped with the money packages.

The train brought all the parties to this
city and gradually the true story was-learne-

but not until the wildest rumors
had obtained wide circulation. The sum
Btolen had reached, by rumor, $40,000w The
facts as narrated to a reporter by , Mr.
Loomis are sufficiently thrilling, although
the amount taken is shorn down to $1,000.
He says : "After the train had passed Lake--
con, twenty miles irom rem, three masicea
men entered the car from the rear. Thera
was no other train man besides myself in
the car. Two of them stopped to fasten the
door and the third approached me with a
cocked revolver and said, 'Throw up your
hands.' I dropped behind a chest and, pull-
ing my pistol, answered, 5Jot by a
sight.' I followed up my remark with a
shot, which he quickly answered with an-
other. We then clinched, and I threw
bim behind the coal-bo- x. Meantime, the
other fellows took a hand, and I heard one
of them say : 'Knife him if he will not give
in. I was struck heavily in the pit of the
stomach and became insensible and knew
nothing further until I heard some-
body calling my name at Peru." Mr.
Loomis further stated that he was cer-
tain that only $1,500 was taken. The money
was in the safe, which the robbers opened,
with the keys taken from Loomis' pocket.
It was railroad monev consigned to the
Third National Bank of"St. Louis.

The messenger to-da- y exhibited the evi-
dences of harsh treatment. The skin was
peeled from his wrists by the tight cords, "

and his neck was swollen and black from
the effects of the vise-lik-e choking at the
hands of the robbers who came to the help
of their mate. Mr. Loomis is a well-buil- t,

muscular young man, and has the reputa-
tion of having everlasting grit. His home
is in Detroit, and he runs regularly between,
that city and Indianapolis. Weils' theory
of the robbery is that the masked men
boarded the train in the woods about the
Chicago and Atlantic croosrng, where the
last stop was made this side of Laketon.
They passed at once into the express and
baggage car, the door to which by soma
mischance had not been locked. Two sus-
picious characters have been arrested at
Logansport, supposed to be implicated in
the robbery. ,

A Bold and Shrewd Operator Victimises
Bank' and Prodnee Men to the Tone eT
s 100,000.

Montreal, Sept. 2T.

In August last an Englishman named C.
J. Dewey came here from Liverpool and
began business as a produce shipper to
England. He showed letters from the best
houses all over England, ordering goods,
and got all he wanted. He raised $25,000
from Molson's bank on the strength of bills
of lading. The drafts were duly honored
when presented in Liverpool.

t .The next,
shipment was on the 14th inst., and he got
advances from the same bank of $30,000,
also on bills of lading. It is now diseov- -
ered that Dewey had passed forged bills et
lading in Boston and New York for ad-
vances there to a large amount. One bank
in Boston is taken in to the extent of $3,000
and the agents of the Bristol produce house
In New York for over $20,000. A produce
merchant in London, Ont.. was also de-
frauded out of one thousand boxes ofcheese, for which he holds forged securities :

on New York. The total amount of the ab-
sconder's frauds will reach at least $100,000.". , .T l i v ; 1imufri ftiwr Him, anu a large re
ward is offered for his arrest. He ia nm
posed to be in the Eastern States.

Warren McChesney of St. Louis has been
Indicted for forgery and briberv.

' "AKE.
- ' - MISSOURI

...t-.TB- E three robes.
i.2s Sathwoo, ia her hand, :A robe of puffs and lace, . s

T .HA n enibroider'd band.see her araUe.1 hear her sing-- .
j - feet lullaby;

. I'JJP her bright blue ere.it ia, obe for her dear child.To be chrlsten-- in!
There Hes across the mother's knee.Ami in her hand,
l"ftt robe wtth puffs of Ince,

--Tls d band.white, and like a cloud at eve.a BIts across the sky :l oajJ hear the mother jrfve.An oftrrepeated siifh.It la a robe for her dear child.To be wedded in. .

Tier lies across the mother's knee.And srather'd in her hand,
--a robe o? softest woo H but itHas no embroider d band. -
.32 n eJ cheeka. so wan and pale. , ,
. Theawier's tears I see.ar bZ?pra- - srfve nie strength:

ri fwTir stsength to me I
. It la a robe for her dear child,

To be buried in!
. Pvrtia rul Transcript.

''1 dish "of xlts.
iLf1. "UnCHTHK XCTS ABC REMEM-J- f'

" ' ' BEBETX
fThe trafi must be late."

'iTraina always appear to be late to
impatient lovers."

Am UuaT impatient lover, then ?"
'You know best."
T know nothing except " '
'Except wiiaU'

"That it is five o'clock, and the ponv
way. bol, when, he hears the shriek of
the. Joeomotive-- 7

1'Good -- gracious, Iris ! Let me sret

Iris laughed, and Mrs. Be mrose de-
scended to the ground with all the haste
pojMibie.JoJier niiddle-age- d aukies.

"You do not mind my waiting on the
platform--fo-r the dear boy instead ?"
ahe ' fejulred, with one of her vague
glances,, around, while rearranging' her
mooraing garments of widowhood on
lie plump person.

'Not in the least," rejoined Iris, in
reckless mood-- ,, 'If the pony leaps a
ditch r a fence at sight of the . train,
we will go together."

"Iris, how can you say such wild and
horrible things ! I will get a man to
.stand beside the phaeton."

'fjben Mrs. Bemrosel gained "the plat-
form he gait a toddle peculiar to fat
ladies, an&vShe forgot to summon "a
man'v in conversation with

The'girl remained alone - in the
phaeton,; a smile on her lips, and a
curious sensation of pain in her heart.
She looked straight before her at the
pony's ears, which were pricked ner-
vously from time to time, and she
thought, "I wonder what he would do
if we had an upset?" The person thus
referred to was Mr. Cowper Debenham,
now expected by the train.

A modern railway station is not an
effective frame for a heroine, but such
romance as is possible to the situation
became centered in Iris Gordon by com-
mon" consent , of - the manufacturing
town where she had been born and still
lived.' She expected Cowper Deben-
ham, to whom she had been engaged
for two years.

"How cool she looks ! I should be
all in a flutter," thought the young per-
son in the telegraph office, envious of
the phaeton, and .keenly observant of
the trimming on Miss" Gordon's hat.
while rebelling at Fate.

"Her beau s com in' home. Tommy,
mother says," piped a small boy, kick-
ing his; bare feet on the platform with a
recreant companion.

"JIv eye ! I should like to scare her 4

loss," retorted Tommy, meditatively.
Mr. Mulooly Lounged over the fence

of ati adjoining coal-yar- d, swarthy and
grim, a short pipe between his teeth,
and paid his tribute to beauty with
national gallantry.

"She is a fine lump, of a girl, any-
how," he soliloquized.

All the world is a stage, and Iris thus
received her meed of criticism from her
little public.

Then the train arrived, the pony shiv-
ered but stood firm, and Cowper Deben-
ham appeared, tall, slender, elegant,
in a commonplace throng.

"How are you. Iris?"
Welcome home, Cowper."

Such was the public greeting of the
lovers-- A wave of Tjright color over-
spread the girl's face, but her words
were few, and none of the flatter con-
sidered indispensable to the occasion
bv the young person in the telegraph
otfrcfe was 'perceptible in her manner.
The effusive animation of Mrs. Bern rose
overwhelmed all minor phases of reti-
cence and embarrassment,

I mus tell them about my luggage."
.said ewper, slowly-an- d with a languid
intonation.

Bless me! are you not well." cried
"Mrs. Bemrose. "He looks pale and
:thin. Iris." ,

"Thanks, I am perfectly well," re--
the young man. with a faint little

Idied "Kathef bored away from home.
votT know, and a trifle used up with the
club life-o-f Paris and London."

"Naughty boy!" exclaimed Mrs.
Bemrose, admiringly.

Iris bit her lip and remained silent.
The ladies waited while Cowper strolled
back along the crowded platform to
give those orders concerning his lug-
gage of which "he had made mention,
lo accomplish this duty he was obliged
to fit an eveglass into one eye, which
he did with a dexterity revealing long
practice, and to unbend toward the
porter, who consented to carry the
boxes and portmanteaus of the traveler
on a hand-car- t, after some delibera-
tion.

"I don't mind doin' it to oblige ye.
Cowper," sa.d this friendly native, ex-

tending a brown hand in greeting. "I
guess iris is mighty glad to see ye back
hum agin; she's "been lookin' kinder
lown and peaked lately."

Cowper winced, ana withdrew his
white li nirers from the warm grasp of
the railway functionary, with some
murmured acknowledgment.

"I wonder if we shall ever understand
distinctions of class in America," he
tittered. y

Tfte 'town- - took keen note of Mm
jneanwhile.

VV1L I declarer said the young

jects, but none came. t

"You drive well," said Cowper, in
his languid accents. "Why do we turn
to the right instead of to the left? The
English always turn the left, while the
Continental races choose the right.
Xow we are of English descent."

Iris laughed, but her gray eyes grew
dim beneath their long and silky lashes.

Have you forgotten the factory,
Cowper ?" she inquired, with a certain
sharpness in her tone, indicating a long
building with her whip.

"As if we could ever forget it!" re-
torted Cowper, peevishly, and with un-
deniable ingratitude, since all the
money in his" purse had been gleaned
from this ignoble source.

He again fitted the glass in his eve.
and surveyed the building with the cool
and studied disapproval which was his
usual expression, especially in his
native land. He belonged to the class
of young men which is the fine flower
of this century, and mav be designated
as without nationalitv. cultivating ennui -

as a moott, vacuity as an expression,
and a general uselessness in existing at
all as a profession. Irascible elders are
wont to classify this golden youth as

when not resorting to stronger
terms of comparison. In the present
case the factory stared back at Cowper
Debenham with clang of machinery,
sharp peal of bells, puffs of steam from
pipes, and rows of twinkling little win-
dows, as if rejoicing like a giant in
strength and vitality, and with an odor
of hot oil inseparable from its activity.
Clearly the factory, where were fash-
ioned axles and plows, hail the best of
it on the peaceful June day, for Cowper
Debenham could not have existed with-
out it, while the great hive of industry
would have hummed and throbbed on
just the same without him. Lofty con-
ceit is perceptible in the golden youth
returning home to Russia, to England
and Ireland, to Italy, and even to
America from foreign parts. The
Frenchman alone expands in his
beloved Paris, centre of the uni-
verse, after exile in other lands,
where the pretty French actress pines
with hunger on Regent Street, scorning
roast beef, according to svmpathetic
critics, and the Gallic tenor laments his
favorite dishes in the columns of
Figaro, in such howling wildernesses as

ew York. Cowper Debenham bore
such a fresh impress of his brand, so to
speak, that Mrs. Bemrose was awed into
comparative silence, ami Iris found her-
self indisposed to harmless prattle.

"Where is John?" demanded the new
arrival, at the gate.

Why did Iris manifest sudden interest
in giving her pony sugar from her
pocket?

"John should be here," replied Mrs.
Bemrose. "He is such a busy fellow,
you know. Iris will make one of her
famous strawberrv short-cake- s for your
supper, dear boy.1'

"Iris is very kind," said Cowper.
slowly. "You dine early, of course. I
have been dining at eight o'clock re-

cently."
"Eight o'clock in the evening!" cried

Mrs. Bemrose.
"Yes; that is rather late," admitted

Cowper. "Half past seven is a better
hour for the theater and opera; the
Prince of Wales intends to adopt it."

Mrs. Bemrose was stupefied. As for
Iris, a sensation of cold pervaded her
frame, like the sudden breath of an
autumn wind.

"What is that thing?" exclaimed
Cowper. pausing on the gravel-pat- h.

Iris raised her head defiantly.
"My fountain, designed by a Gordon-

ville genius, and John had it placed
here for me. Is it not pretty the Cu-
pid holding a shell for the falling wa-
ter?"

Cowper raised his eyebrows and
shoulders.

"A pink monster, a fat baby, my
dear Iris. What a horror to have "under
one's eyes! I rejoice that my rooms are
on the other side of the house."

"You must not abuse my cupid,"said i

Iris, quickly !

"What nonsense are you talking. O
returned traveler?" said a clear voice.
"The fountain is a very pretty thing.
I ou could not design as good to save i

vour life."
Such was the greeting of John Cleaver,

easy, natural, and not devoid of a cer-
tain grace of manner, although the
speaker wore the striped shirt of a me- - i

ward-boun-d from Liverpool two shab- -
by young men, with a few shillings m
their pockets, and heads fullof intelli-
gence. Chance had thrown them to-
gether, and mutual sympathy cemented
a liielongr friendship, taking the form
of partnership. Gordonville, the noisy
factory, the large house built of wood,
with a wide piazza in front, were the
results of their industry. Henry Gor-
don and Thomas Debenham had not
lifted their eyes above axes and ploughs
in their day, and glad enough they were
to be able to fashion them. Cowper
wore Poole coats and Paris boots in his
time, while Iris had a photon, a grand
piano, and had learned French at a
fashionable boarding school. The wheel
of fortune had turned a trifle for these
young people in the muscular grasp of
their seniors. Both p.irents had mar-
ried and lost their wives. When the
cashier. Mrs. Bernro-e'- s husband, was
crushed in the fail of machinery,
tire widow had become an inmate of the
(iordon house, and was given an inter-
est in the manufactory which had so
cruelly despoiled her." When John
Cleaver's father, the manager, died, he
said: "Let my savings remain invested
in the business until John is a man,
and can choose for himself." The part
n rs had consented, and John joined
the family circle. The years had swept
away Henry Gordon and Thomas De-
benham, even as the night wind swept
the leaves which fell from the maple
trees planted by their own hands before
the door Faithful to each other in the
firm tenacity of an upright and honor-
able manhood, they had schemed that
their kingdom should remain undivided
in the marriage of their children. The
arrogance of prosperity had character-
ized their projects.

"We shall never be moved, our name
will endure." they had reasoned, bend-
ing over the fire, two hale old men; and
the night wind, death, had swept them
away. The youth and maiden loved
each other, and when the terms of his
father's will were fulfilled, in education
and foreign travel, Cowper Debenham,
whose mother had been an invalid, fond
of writing verses, was to become the
head of the house, with Iris as his
wife.

Mrs. Bemrose presided at the supper
table, wearing her best cap, which im-
parted to her head a curious resemblance
to a cauliflower, and surveyed her young
companions with maternal benevolence.
Mrs. Bemrose, by nature hazy, had al-

ready evinced extraordinary aptitude in
getting all Cowper s descriptions wrong,
and hopelessly muddling facts. Oppo-
site sat Iris, slim, erect, her cheek3
flushed in proportion as the strawberry
short-cak- e before her had acquired a
brown and crisp aspect. She was a girl
of nineteen, whose gray eyes, lustrous
b aek hair and mobile features had
gained her readily the reputation of be-

ing the beauty of the region. Heiress,
leading lady of Gordonville, high-spirit- ed

and impulsive, Iris was seldom
characterized by that somewhat vague
term, "a sweet creature." She wore a
white dress and a crimson rose in her
corsage. A diamond engagement ring
flashed on her well-shap- ed hand. Cow-
per sat on the right, tall, slender, pale,
with features of a beautiful regularity,
save for the defect of small eyes placed
too near the bridge of the nose, and a
thin voice with languid intonations,
which penetrated a listener's ear like
steel. On the left was John Cleaver, a
square-se- t young man with a good head,
a close-c-ut brown beard, and a pair of
hazel eyes, keen, brilliant and frank in
expression. Mrs. Bemrose placidly con-
templated this trio as she poured the
tea and ate the short-cak- e.

"Lucky youn people to have such a
home." she meditated, little realizing
that the heart of each rebelled at the
chain which held them.

The room was low, dark and old-fashion-

the stiff portrait of Thomas De-
benham on one wall confronted a stiff
portrait of Henry Gordon on the other,
a tall clock ticked in one corner, the
h ouse cat purred, with a bland expres-
sion of countenance, and surveyed the
table. The open windows admitted the
summer breeze, perfumed by the roses
of the garden, and a ray of the setting
sun gilded the brass ship on the
clock.

The luggage of the traveler afforded
as much excitement as a Christmas
stocking hung in the chimney in antici--
nation of the gracious visit of banta
t, laus. Cowper had bought with the
lavish prodigality of a tourist in fresh
fields. There were scientific books for
John Cleaver; a shawl of Roman silk
for Mrs. Bemrose; innumerable trinkets

a harvest gleaned in the shop-windo-

of Paris. fJeneva and Milan.
"Here is a blue Jersey for Iris," said

Cowper. "I shall be glad to see vou
dressed a little more like Jngusn
srirls."

That is eating humble-pi- e indeed, if
American women are to learn to dress
from their English sisters. retorted
Iris. "The Jersey is a charming gar--
ment according to Mr. Punch. So be
it. Cowper! 1 shall lace dreadfully
about the waist, on this model, you
know, and wear a mob-ca-p, and shoes
many sizes too large."

"Iris can not be improved," said John
Cleaver, impulsively.

Cowper.
Iris left the piano abruptly; her fin-

gers had struck discords.
"I have news for yon. Iris. The rail-

road is completed, and another territory
opened to the world. My friend Hamp-to- n

proposes to give a town on the line
my name, and I have decided to christen
the infant city in the wilderness Gor-donsvill- e."

John was speaking in the
window.

Iris was irterested. Cowper was now
exhorting admiring Mrs. Bemrose on
accent and idioms, and the means
whereby one may disguise American in-
dividuality as much as possible.

"I intend to go out there, Iris. Why
not? I do not wish to remain here al-

ways"
"Going away to live, JoLn?" Iris

swayed forward, and a cloud seemed to
pass before her eyes.

John's arm caught and drew her to
him. Surely, in the magic moonlight
which rendered the girl so fair and the
young man so noble in his' profound
emotion, their faces touched. .

"When shall we learn to call a parlor
a drawing-room?-" said Cowper, in the
background. "The parlor is a room
back of a shop, or the place where nuns
receive visitors in a convent."

An hour later the house was silent.
Cowper yawned in his chamber and so-
liloquized:

"How dull life is here! Of course I am
ond of Iris, but I wish she had the style

of Dydia Welch. Heigh-ho!- "
Then he slept the sleep of a bored

man who is comfortable while render-
ing others unhappy. Iris sat at her
own window for hours, lost in thought.
John Cleaver plunged into the woods,
and rambled about until sunrise.

A month elapsed, during which Cow--
per made the family uncomfortable by
comparisons, criticisms and innova
tions. Iris, belle of Gordonville, was
forced to tread the red-h- ot plowshares
of perpetual suggestions in manner,
dress and use of speech. Cowper found
John's coat of rustic cut, and John in
turn was hurt by Cowper's change of
bearing. Like George Eliot's hero,
Cowper's mind "was furnished as hotels
are, with everything for occasional
use," and a European tour had excluded
not only (iordon ville, but the whole
American continent.

"Shall we ever cease to deluge our-
selves with ice water?" he mused at the
breakfast table one morning. 'T wish
you would not eat hot cakes, Iris 1
fancy your complexion suffers."

The girl's eyes flashed. She went to
the bookcase and took down a volume.
Cowper laughed softly. One would
have inferred that he enjoyed irritating
another, such was his own discontent.

"What book have you there?" he
drawled.

"Edmond About's Maitre Pierre."
"Ah, and what interests you in it?"
"A dish of nuts," said Iris".

II. rS WHICH THE XUT3 ABE PRE-

SENTED.

Two young men crossed the meadow,
with guns over their shoulders, in pur-
suit of squirrels. October sunshine
bathed the land, and October frosts had
seared the foliage. Iris, carrying a
feather duster, sought Cowper's apart-
ment, where Mrs. Bemrose permitted
no clumsy menial to enter. On the
threshold she paused and blushed viv-
idly. John Cleaver's Spartan chamber,
with its books, riding-whip- s and guns,
should be first arranged, she decided.
John was soon to leave home. This
duty fulfilled, she returned to the syba-
ritic retreat of Cowper, hung with "blue
silk curtains, redolent of perfume
satchets, and crowded with exquisite
trifles. A Turkish dressing gown was
thrown carelessly over a chair, and the
contents of a pocket had fallen on the
floor. Iris stooped and picked up an
envelope, from which the letter had slid
out, and a photograph. The written
page, of recent date, clearly verged on
a love letter, while the photograph,
taken by electric light, was the portrait
of a young lady in a ball dress worthy
of Vorth.

"Lydia Welch," Iris read. Sur-
prise," mortification, rage, and a great
joy filled her soul.

That night the moon was again full.
Iris had been indisposed all day. At
nine o'clock a radiant form dawned
upon the young men, smoking on the
piazza in the moonlight, and dazzled
them. Iris stood there, clad in white
silk and lace, pearls in her eare and
hair quaint ornaments worn by her
mother at her own brid:d.

"A whim," she explained airily. "It
is my birthday, you know, and I have
prepared a little supper. Come."

Cowper, spurred to gallantry by her
brilliant beauty, kissed her hand." John
Cleaver turned away his head in silence.'

In the dining-roo- m a true feast was
spread salad, sand.viehes. cakes, fruit
and ice-crea- m. A large covered dish,
like a soup tureen, occupied the center.
Candles in candelabra not only lighted
the delicacies prepared, but illuminated
the face and graceful form of the
hostess.

"I am to serve everybody, nd the
dish in the center must remain covered
until the last,' said Iris, gavly.

Mrs. Bemrose and Cowper ate their
salad placidly. John Cleaver, pale to
the lips, watched Iris, detecting feverish
unrest beneath assumed hilarity.

"Cowper approves of foreign cus-
toms," said Iris. "There is one I greatly

his.
"Was the farce well played? Cowper

was even unfaithful to me; bur I forgive
him because , s: "

"In Heaven's name, what does it all
mean?" cried John, hoarse with passion
and aouDt.

"Are you going alone to the "infant
city in the wilderness, JohnF she
whispered, tremulously.

"Will you go with me? share my
fate? 'Oh, my love, what have I
done to deserve such joy? Now I know
why vou were named Iris in your cra
dle," replied the young man, in vibra
ting tone, full of tenderness.

Mrs. Bemrose and Cowper appeared
in the open doorway.

"Dear friends, we have decided to de-
sert the old nest, and found a new Gor-
donville in the far West," said Iris, plac
ing her hand within the arm of John
Cleaver, ami always with that tinge of
mockery in her voice. "We were made
for pioneers, aud not to adorn society,
perhaps."

A flood of exclamations, questions,
and tears on the part of Mrs. Bemrose.
A hand-shak- e, intended to be magnani-
mous, on the part of Cowper Deben-
ham, who felt the breath of that cold
night wind which had chilled the heart
of Iris Gordon on the day of his return
home, and earlier had swept the parents
away. What was the cable wrought by
Thomas Debenham and Henry Gordon
but a rope of sand, after all? Mrs.
Bemrose, shorn lamb, otherwise com-
fortable widow, alone beheld the solace
of the situation as guardian of the old
house in the future. Harper's Weekly.

A Cribbing Horse.

A subscriber asks if there Is any cure
for cribbing in a horse, and in what it
consists. -

Cribbing is a habit, and a bad one
as it is also an indication of disease.' Its
cause, nor indeed the progress and re4'
suits, has never been fully demon-
strated. The horse will seize the man- -

with his teeth and move his mouthfer and forth with his teeth still
clinging, making a peculiar wheezing
sound as if drawing in air through his
mouth. It is considered hereditary.
Its presence in a confirmed cribber may
readily be detected, without witnessing
the act, by the wear upon the incisor
teeth, and to a great degree where the
habit has been long continued A crib-
bing horse may be strong and capable
of all ordinary work, yet he will , not
carry his flesh so well nor have the
same power of endurance.

Turning a horse into a box-sta- ll

where there are no projections for him
to crib upon, will often in a young ani-
mal effect a cure. A roller attached to
the top of the manger, extending its en-
tire length, and so arranged as to turn
when the horse attempts to crib, has
been recommended, but there should be
no other projections in the stall for him
to get hold of.

A cribbing muzzle described in works
on the horse is effectual while in use.
When driving and it is necessary to
hitch him, use a strap one and one-ha- lf

inches wide buckled rather tightly
around the throat. It will require con-
stant attention to break the habit, and
when fully confirmed the most that can
be done will be m the way of mitigat-
ing it. Detroit Post and Tribune.

Patrick Waters, aged one hundred
years, six months and fourteen day3.
died recently in New Orleans. He was
born in Ireland February 24. 1783, came
to thi3 country in 1842"and settled ia
the State of Connecticut, where he lived
for sixteen years. In the year 1858 he
came to New Orleans, where he con-

tinued to reside up to the time of his
death. He was father of seven chil-
dren, four of whom are still living, and
it was at the house of his son. Mr. P. H.
Waters, that he made his home. His
life had always been a sober and quiet
one. He smoked and chewed tobacco
up to about four years ago, when he
suddenly stopped, and never used to-

bacco in any form since. 2T. O.

chanic. Iris darted an oblique glance for Iris; pictures, statuttes. bronzes and
expressive of dissatisfaction at .John's mosaics for himself. Cowper opened
attire. Surely he had brought himself ! with espeeial tenderness a case of studs
nearer the level of the "hands" than j and scarf-pin- s of eccentric design, rep-usu- al,

on the day of Cowper's return, j resenting spiders, beetles, crabs, ham-i- n

the matter of heavy boots, striped ! mers. mice clinibinir ladders, and froers
shirt and black cravat knotted looselv
about a massive throat. There was no
element of the tine gentleiuaa in him.

"You should have been at the depot,"
she said, petulantly.

"I could not leave work," he retorted.
stiffly.

A close observer might have detected j

that the eyes of these two met like the
swift crossing of weapons. Warmth of
liking for a school-mat- e and bosom
friend dawned on Cowper's neutral
face. j

'How are you, John? Shall we eru- -
brace in the German fashion, or rush
into each other's arms like Frencn- - i

men.'


